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The ARGUMENT. * 


N ICHOLAS., 2 Scholar of Oxford, practiſeth with 
ALISON, the Car penter*s Wife of Oſney, to de- 
ceive her Hushand but in the End is rewarded ac- 


cord ingij. 


Hilom in Oxford an old Chuff aid dwell, 

A Carpenter by Trade, as Stories tell 
Who by his Craft had heap'd up many a Hoard, 
And furniſh'd Strangers both with Bed-and Board. 
With him a Scholar lodg d, of ſlender Means, 
But notable * Sciences and Senſe, . 


X 2 


. 


Ye tho he tbok Deer ees in Arts, his Ming 


+ The Angers Salutation fo the V; irgin Mary, For 


C k oe” 
* 


| or | 
SY Was moſſly to 4ftrology „ ee LY bar l 
ad in Dioination il and ſhre wid. THe k 
Who by Interrogations could conclude, Fes And 
If Men ſhould-ask him, at what certain Hours Ife! 
The droughty Earth would gape for cooling Show rs, she! 
When it ſhould rain, or ſnow, what ſhould befall Ie! 
Of fifty Things; 1 carinot reckon all. | Tha 
This 88 Clerk had got a mighty Fame Like 
For Modeſty, and NI CHO LA 8, his Name. For 
Subtile he was. well taught in Cup id's Trade, Hen 
Rut ſeent'd as meek and baſhful 2 a Maid. And 
A Chamber in this Hoſtelry he kept, But 
Alone he ſtudy'd, and None ” he ſlept. His 
With ſweet and fragrant Herbs the Room was dreſt, Pert 
But he was ten Times ſweeter than the beſt 5" Of } 
His Books of various Size, or great, or (mall, [Fair 
_ His Au im Stones to caſt Accompts withal ; Slen 
His Aſtrolabe and Almagift * apart, | She 
With twenty more hard Names of cunning Art, | And 
On ſeveral Shelves were couched nigh his Bed, Whi 
And the Preſs cover'd with a folding Red. Whi 
Above, an Inſirument of Muſick „ Bro: 
On which ſweet Melody he us'd to play, | And 
So wond'rous ſweet, that all the Chambers rung, Her 
And Angelus ad Virg inem I he fung; Lik 
Then would he chant. in good King David's Note, She 
Full often bleſſed was his merry Throat. Wer 
And thus the Clerk. in Bocks and Muſick ſpent So 8 
His Time, and Exhibitions yearly Rent. Wit 
This Carpenter had a new- married Wife, Th. 
Lov 'das his Eyes, and dearer than his Life. Shr 
The buxom Laſs had twice nine Summers ſeen, No 
And her brisk Blood ran high-iniev*ry Vein. — | 
The Dotard, jealous of ſo ripe an Age, Or 
Watch'd her, and lock'd her, like « Bird in Cage: Swe 
— 5.4628; 6 Or 
„Tie Name of a Book of Aftronomy, Wh ot 1 Wit 
Ptolomy. Lor 


C53 x 
[For the was wild, and in her lovely Prime; 
But he, poor Man , walk'd down the Hill of Time. 
He knew the Temper of a youthful Spouſe, 
And oft was ſeen to rub his aking Brows. "= 
Ine knew bis own weak Side, and dreamt in Bed, 
rs, [She had, or would be planting « on his Head. 
He knew not Cato, for his Wit was rude, 
That Men ſhould wed with their Similitude. 25 
Like ſhould with Like, in Love and Years engage, 15%; 
For Youth can never be a Rhime to Age. 5 
Hence Jealouſies create a nuptial War, 
And the warm Seaſons with the frigid jar; . 
But when the Trap's once down, he muſt endure 
His Fate, and Patience is the only Cure. 
Perhaps his Father, and a hundred more 
Of honeſt Chriſtians, were thus ſerv'd before. 
Fair was his charming Conſort, and withal _ 
Slender her Waſte, and like a Veaſel's ſmall. 
| She had a Girdle barred all with Silk, 
And a clean Apron, white as. Morrow Milk. 
White as her Smock, embroider'd all before, 
Which on her Loing in many Plates ſhe wore. | 
Broad was her ſilken Fillet, et ful) high, 
And oft ſhe twinkled with a liquoriſh E ye. : 
Her Brows were arched like a bended Bow. 5 £ 


* 
- o * 
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Like Mar ble ſmo th, and blacker than a Sloe, 
She ſofter far than Wool or fleecy Snow. 
Were you to ſearch the Univerſe around, 
So gay a Wench was never to be found. ; 
With greater Brightneſs did her Colour ſhine, 
Than a a new Nosle of the freſheſt Coin. 1 er 
Shrill-was her Song, and loud her piercing Note, 
No Swallow on a Barn had ſuch a Throat. 
Fo this ſhe skip*d and caper'd, like a Lamb, N 
r Kid, or Calf, when they purſue their Dam: . 
Iss eet as Metheglin was her Honey Libs 44 | 
— | Or Hoard of Apples which in Hay are kept. 
by Wincing ſhe was, as is a jolly Colt, 
14 Long 6 4 Maſt, and upright as a Bolt. 


r Above 


* 


n 


]Above her Ancles laced was her Shoe * "a | 


| if 


She was a Primroſe and NV igſnye too; 
And fit to lig by any Chriſtian's Side, 
Ora Lord's Miſtreſs, or a Yeoman's Bride. 
Now, Sir, what think you how the Caſe befel1 ? 
This Nicholas, (for I the Truth will tell) 
Wasa meer Wag, and on a certain Day, 
When the good Man, the Hysband, was away, 


(For Clerks are fly, and very full of Game) 


Began to ſport and wanton with his Dame, : 


And privily he caught her by That ſame, 


My“ Lemman Dear, (quoth he) I'm all on Fire, | 


| T will not kiſs you - prithee, let me go. — 


And periſh, if you grant not mv Defire. | 
He claſp? 4 her round, and held her faſt, and oY d, 
O let me, let me — never be de ny'd. 

At this ſhe wreath'd her Head, and ſprung aloof, 
Like a young frisking Colt, whoſe tender Hogf ' 
Ne'er felt the Farrier's Hand, and never knew 
The Virgin Burden of an Iron Shoe. 

Fie, Nickolas, away your Hands, quoth ſhe, 

Is this your Ereeding and Civility ? 


Foh ! lade Sot ! What means th'unmanner'd Clown, : 


To teaze me thus, and toſs me up and down ? 


I vow I'll tell, and bawl it o'er the Town. 
You're rude, and will you not beanſwer'd, No! _ 
Here Nicholas, a young, deſigning Knave. 


Began to weep, and cant, and Pardon crave. 
So fair he ſpoke, and im /portun'd ſo faſt, 


This ſeeming modeſt Spouſe conſents at Raft 3 


By good St, Thomas { ſwore, her ufual Oath, 


T 4 ſhe would meet his Love, tho? mighty loth. 


& Tf you, ſaid ſhe, convenient Leiſure wait, 


54 (You know my Husband has a jeatous Pate) 


. Should chance to find us out, and ſmell the Jeſt 


66 J muſt be. a dead Woman at the leaſt. 


I will requite you, for if once the Beaſt by. 8 


. * Miſtreſs. NES e OBA 


St. Thomas &4 Becket, 
7 5? _— Let 


* 


| | 
: 
f 


Let that, quoth Nicholas, he'er vex your Head * 
He muſt be a meer learned Afs indeed, 
And very fooliſhly beſets his Wile, 
Who cannot a dull Carpenter beguile. 
And thus they were accorded, thus they ſwore 
To wait the Time, as I have ſaid before. 
And now, when Nicholas had wore away 
The pleaſant Time in harmleſs am?rous Play, 
To his melodious Pſaltery he flew, : 


(V 


Play'd Tunes of Love, by which his Paſſion grew, 
Then printed on her Lips a dear Adieu. 
It happen'd thus, I cannot rightly tel}, 
If it on Eafter, or on Mit ſon fell; 
That on a Holiday, this modeſt Dame | 
To Church with other honeſt Neighbours came, 
In a good Fit, to hear the Parſon preach 
What the divine Apoſtles us'd to teach. wg 
Bright was her Forehead, and no Summer?s Day 
— half ſo clear, ſo tempting, and ſo gay. 
Now to this Parifh did a Clerk belong, 
Who many a Time had rais'd a holy Song. 
His Waits was Abſalon, a filly Man, 
Who curl'd his Hair, which Brutted like a Fan, 
And from his jolly, pert, and empty Head, 
In Golden Ring lets on his Shoulders f pread. 


His Face was 1885 His Eyes as grey as Gooſe, 


With St. Paul's Windows figur d on his Shoes. | 
Full properly he walk'd in Scarlet Hoſe; ty 
Eut light and Silver-colour'd were his Cloaths, 

And Surplice white as Bloſſoms on the Roſe. 

Thick Poynts and Taſſels did the Coxcomb pleaſe, 
And'fet'ov als they dangled on his Knees. - - 

He could let Blood, and ſhave your Beard and Head, 
But a meer Barber-Surgeon by his Trade. | 
Nay, he could write and read, and that is more 
Than twenty Pariſh-Clerks could do before, 


Nay, he could fill a Bond, and learnt from France, | 


In thirty Motions, how to trip and dance; i 
Could frisk and toſs his twirling Legs in Air, 


Nice were his Feet, and * Hair, 
Songs 


be ſmitten Lover to his Fiddle flies; 


* 5 And all the drowſy Neighbourhood awake. 2 
At the lov'd Houſe ſome am'rous Tunes he play d, 


And cannot A#/alon at Window hear ? 


* = 
| l 
* * N 
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Songs would he play, and not to hide his Wit, Ho! 
Would ſqueak'a Freble to his ſqualing Kit. _, | Chez 
His Dreſs was finical, his Muſick queer, Yes 
And pleas'd a Tapſter's Eyes, or Drawer's Ear, | Toc 
No Tavern, Brew-Houſe, Ale-Houſe, in the Town, [| Thi 
Was to the gentle A&/alon unknown: 1 Wa: 
But he was very careful of his Wind, Al 
And never let it ſally out behind '._ 
To give the Devil his due, he had an Art, - _ 
By civil Speech, to win a Lady's Heart. | To 
This A#/alon, ſo jolly, ſpruce and gay, + | Wh 
Went with the Cenſor on the Sabbath- Day. Wit 
He ſwung the Incenſe Pot with comely Grace, All 
But chjefly would he fume a pretty Face. An 
His wanton Eye, which ev'ry when®he caſt, He 
Dwelt on the Car penter's fine Dameat laſt. Of 
So ſweet and proper was his lovely Wife, Th 
That he could freely gaze away his Life. An 
Were he a Cat, this pretty Mouſe would feel Wit 
Too ſoon his Talons, a delicious Meal. Ha 
And now had Cupid ſhot a piercing Dart, . | Son 
. And wet the Feathers in his wounded Heart. To 
No Off' ring of the handſome Wives he took, \F%S 


He wanted nothing but a ſmiling Look. 1 2 
The Pariſh Fees, refus'd, and ſaid, the Light 
Of the fair Moon ſhines brighteſt in the Night. 


> The as the Cock had bid the Morning riſe, 
hideous Noiſe his ſqueaking Frilloes make, 


And thus with gentle V oice he ſung, or ſaid, 
Nou, dear Lady, if thy Will be, | 

I pray you that you'll pity me, | 

And twenty ſuch complaining Notes he ſang, 
Alike the Muſick of his Kit and Tongue. 

At this the ſtaring Carpenter awoke, 

And thus his Wife (fair Aliſon) beſpoke: 
Art thou aſleep. or art thou deaf, my Dear? 


Howl 


ow. 


[ 9.] 


How with his Serenade he charms us all, 
Chanting melodiouſly beneath our Wall? 
Ves, yes, I hear him Aliſon reply'd, 
Too well, God wot z and then the turn'd aſide, 
Thus went Affairs, 'till As ſalon, alas! 12 
Was a loſt Creature, a meer whining Aſs. 
All Night he wakes, and fighs, an wears $7.9 
On his Drone Locks and Dreſs the live long Day. 
To ſuch a Height his doating Fondneſs grew, 
To kiſs the Ground, and wipe her very Shoe. 
Where*er ſhe went, he like a Slave purſu'd, 
With ſpiced Ale, and ſweet Metheglin woo'd. 
All Dainties he could rap and rend he got, 
And ſent her. Tarts and Cuſtards piping hot. 
He ſpar d no Coſt for an expenſive Treat, 
Of Mead and Cyder, and all ſorts of Meat. DE 
Throbbing he ſings with his lamenting Throat, 
And rivals Pkilomela*s mournful Note. 1 
With Rigour ſome, and ſome with gentle Arts, | 
Have found a Paſſage to young Ladies Hearts: | 
Some Wealth have won, and ſome have had the Lot 
To fall enamour'd with a treating Sot. I 
Sometimes he Scaramouched it on high, 
And Harlequin'd it with Activity; | 
Betrays the Lightneſs of his empty Head, 
nd how he could cut Capers in a Bed. 


— 


Nut neither this nor that the Damſel move, 


For Nicholas has ſwept the Stakes of Love. 
The Pariih-Clerk has nothing met but Scorn, 
And may go fiddle now. or blow his Horn, - 
Thus 2 Asſalon is made her N 
And all his Paſlion turn'd into a Jape: 3 
For Nicholas is always in her Exe; | 
True, ſays the Proverb, that the Nigh are ty: | 

A. diſtant Love may Diſappointment, find, 

For out of Sight is ever out of Mind. 

The Scholar: was at Hand, as I have told, | 

And gave the Pariſh-Clerk the Dog to hold. Rey 
Now, Nicholas, thy Craft and Cunning try, Os: - * 
That Do =P 45 N cry.” 


} 


a 


5 
— — — 
. 


14 © 
N ow when this 3 — was calld away, 


To work at Oſney, on a certain Day; 


The ſubtile Scholar, and the wanton. Spouſe, 


- Were decently contriving for his Brows: 
- Agreed, that Nicholas ſhould ſhape a Wile, 


Her addle-pated Husband to begtile. + 
And if ſo be the Game ace right, 
She then would ſleep within his Avine all Night: 


For both were in this one Deſire concern'd, 


Alike they ſuffer'd, and alike they burn'd. 


Straight a new Thought lea pꝰd croſs the Scholar's Head, 
Who at that Inſtant to his Chamber fled : | 
But to relieve his Thirſt and Hunger, bore 


Of Meat and Liquor, a ſubſtantial Store, 

And victuall'd it for u long Day or more. . 
Alce, ſhould your Husband ask for Us, quoth he, 
Repl y, in Scorn, what's Nicholas to Me? 1 


Am I his Keeper? Help your filly Head! 


Perhaps the Man | is mad, aſleep, or dead. 
My Maid-indeed has thump'd this Hour or more, 


And knock'd as if ſhe'd thunder down the Door; 
But he, a moaping Drone, no Anſwer gave, 


Faſt as a Church, and filent as the Grave. 
Thus did one Saturday entire conſume, 
Since Nicholas had lock'd him in his Koom: 


Nor was he idle, for no Lent he kept, 


But eat like other Men, and drank, and ſlept; 


' Did what he liſt, till the next Sun was new, 


And went to Reſt as common Mortals do. 
'This Carpenter was in a grievous Pain, 


Leſt Nicholas ſhould over-work his Brain : 
By Study loſe his Reaſon, or his Life. ; 
Well, by St. Thomas, 1 don't like it, Wife. 


The World we live in is a tickliſh Place, 

And ſudden Death has often ſto pp'd our Race; 

I ſaw.a Corps, as to the Church it paſt, , 

And the poor Man at work but Monday laft. 

Run, Dick, quoth he, run ſpeedily up staits, 3 
Thump x the awe of and * how ſtands Affairs. * 


' ; f 5 a f 1 EF 


ad, 


N 


Well fare thoſe Mew, who no more Learning need, 


Wa 9 

"FE PP 
Up ſtrait he runs, like any Tempeſt flies, | 
And knocks, and bawls, and like a Madman cries, 

Ho! Maier Nicholas, what mean you, thus 
To ſleep all Night, and Day, and frighten us? 
He might as well have whiltled to the Wind, 
As from good Nicholas an Anſwer find. 
At laſt he ſpy'd a Hole full low and deep, 
Where uſyally the Cat was wont to creep ; 
Here was diſcover'd to his wond' ring Sight 
The Scholar gazing with his Eyes upright, 
As if intent upon the Stars and Moon; 
And down runs he to tell his Maſter ſoon, 
In what Array he ſaw this ſtudious Man: 
The Carpenter to croſs bimſelf began; 
And cry'd st. Frideſwid, help us one and all! 
Little we know what Fate ſhall us befall. 
This Man with his Aftronomy is got 
Into ſome Frenzy, and ſtark mad, God wot : 
This comes of poring on his cunning Books, 
Of his Moon-ſnufing, and Star- pee ping Looks. 
Why ſhould a filly Earth-born Mortal pry 
On Heav*n, and ſearch the Secrets of the Sky ? 


(Creed, 
Than what's contain'd in the Lord's Pray'r, and 
Scholars ſufficient. if they can but read. | 
hus far'd a ſage Philoſopher * of old, 
Who walking out, as tis in Story. told, 
Was ſo much with Aſtronomy bewitch'd, 
That his ſtar-gazing Clerkſhip was beditch'd. 


III Luck attends the Man who looks too high, 


And can a Star, but not a Marlpit ſpy. . 
But, by St. Thomas, this ſhall never paſs; 
Too- well I love this gentle Nicholas : © 
I'll ferret him, unleſs the Devil's in it, 
From his brown Fit of Study in a Minute. 
Robin, let's try if that an Iron Pur, | 
And your ſtrong Back, can make this Scholar, fiir,” 
565 | B 2 2 Now 


With Might and Main, and by the Shoulders 


— E k 


Now Robin was a; Lad of Brawn and Bones, ben a th 
And by the Haſp heav'd up the Door at once; 
Which in the Chamber fell with Tee, c 
As would a Man like you or me aſtound | 9 
But Nicholas did not hing do but ſtare, © . -, . 
And, like a Statue, gape into the Air. _ 

This Carpenter was ina piteous F . 
Becauſe he did not, or he would not, hear; 
Thought ſome deep Melancholly had i impair 4 
His Brain, and that of Mercy he deſpair'd; 
For which the Student in his Arms he too | 
ſhook * 
Cry'd, Nicholas, awake What, not a Word? 
Look dawn, deſpair not —think upon the Lord !:  - 
Then the Night Spell he mumbled to himſelf : 
Bleſs thee — Fiends, and ev'ry wicked Elf 1 | 
He croſt the Threſhold, where the Devil might creep, 
And each ſmall Hole, "through which an Imp might 


. (peep: 
With ſolemn Pater- -nofter s bleſt the Door, 


And Ave- Mary's, after and before. 
At this the Clerk ſent forth a heavy Sigh, 
And fuall this World be loft /o ſoon? 9 why? 
What do I hear? the Carpenter reply'd 

What ſay'ſt thou, Nich'las 2 ſure thou art beſide 


Ihy ſelf : Serve God, as we poor Lab'rers do, ® 


And then no Harm, no Danger will enſue. 

Ah! Friend, quoth Nicholas, you little think 
What I can tell 3 but firit let's have ſome Drink, 
Then, my dear Hoſt, thou ſhalt in private learn 
Some certain Things which thee and me concern: 
It ſhall no Mortal but your ſelf avail; 

Then fetch a Vincheſter of mighty Ale. 

And now when both had drank an equal Share, 
Cries Nicholas, ſit down, and draw your Chair: 
But firſt, ſweet Landlord, you muſt take an Oath, 
To no Man living to betray the Troth; | 
For, truſt me, what I'm going to relate 

15 Revelation, and as ſure as Fate: * 


wo W ad 


With Tears, and wolf ul Tore began to E : | 


DS © bu bad by. tes hoot 


I. 


19 


And if you tell, this Vengeance will enſue, YT 7 8 
No Hare in March. will be ſo mad as vd l. 4 9 
' Nay, quoth mine Hoſt, I am no Blab, not I, b 
And — me, if you catch me in a Lie. | 
I would not tell, tho? *twere to ſave my N 
To Chick, or Child, to Man, or Maid, or Wife. 7 
Now, John, q uoth Nicholas, 1 will not hide | 

What by my * L have of late defcry'd; 
How as I — upon fair t hia's Light, 
Should fall on Monday ne a n 

IA Rain ſo ſudden, — s to boot, | 

That Noat's Flogd wi hat4Spoonful to N. 2 
This World, within tie Compaſs of an Hour 5 
Shall all be dron d » ſo hideous is the $how'r, 
As will the Cattle and Mankind devou r. 

I Cries then this Man, Alas, my Wife! 

'P, | My Boſom- Comfort, and my better Life! 

And mutt ſhe drown: and periſh with the reſt 2 

My Ali/on, the Darling of my Breaſt. 

| At this well nigh he — d, o*erwhelm'd with Grief, 

? Fetch'd a deep Sigh, and is there no Relief, 


No Remedy, he cry*d, no Suecour left? ; 
Are we, alas! of ev'ry Hope bereft? - 0 
No, by no Means, quoth this deſigning Clerk, eV oy 
Be of good Heart, 21 by Inſtruction wor: 
* or if by Nicolas you will be led,” 
® And build no Caſtles in your own wild Head, 
None ſo ſecure z for Solomon ſays true, 
Work all by Counſel, and you cannot rue. 
If you'll be govern?d, and be rul'd by me, 
I'll undertake to ſave thy Wife and Thee; 
By my own Art againſt the Flood prevail, 
And make no Uſe of either Maſt or all. ä 
Ha ve you not heard how, when the World was naught, 
Noah by heavenly Inſpiration taught N 6 
Ay, ay, quoth John, I've in my Bible foun ; i 
That once upon a Time the World was drown'd, 
Haſt thou not heard how Naak was concern*d _ 


| For bis dear Wike, * bis Bowels , | 
nd | | | £ | Till 


fu] 


Till he had built andfiirnifhd out s Bark, 


And lodg'd her with her Children in the Ark? 


Now, Expedition is the Soul and Life 
Of Buſineſs; if you love your Self, or Wife, 
Run, fly for in this Caſe it is a Crime 
To Joiter, or to loſe an Inch of Time. 

For Aliſon, your ſelf, and me, provide 


Three Npeadnd ig-Troug zus, to ſail upon the Tide ; "7 


But take moſt pecial Care that they be large, 

In which a Man may fwim g in a Barge. 

Let them be vituall'd well and ſee 8 lay 

Sufficient Stores againſt a rainy Day; 

7 to ſerve you twenty Hours and more, 
or then the Flood will wage, and not before, 

But one Thing let me whiſper in your Ear, 

Let not thy ſt andy Servant, Robin, hear. 

Nor bonny Gillian know what I relate; 

I muſt not utter the Decrees of Fate. 

Ask me not Reaſons why cannot ſave 
Tour truſty ſerving Maid, and honeſt Knave: 
Suffice it thee, unleſs thy Wits be mad, 
To have as great a Grace as Noah had. 


Do you make haſte, and mind the grand Affair; 


To fave your Wife ſhal{ be my proper Care. 


But when theſe Kneading-Tubs are ready made, 1 


Which may ſecure us when the Floods invade 
See that you hang them in the Roof full high, 
That none our providential Plot deſcry ; 

And when thou haſt convey'd ſufficient Store 
Of Meat and Drink, as I have ſaid before, 
And puta ſhar pen d Ax in ev'ry Boat, 

To + the Cord, and ſet us all — : 
Then thro' the Gable of the Houſe, which lies 
Above the Stable, and the Garden ſpies, 

Break out a Hole, ſo very large and wide, 
Thro' which our Tubs may ſail upon the Tide. 


Then wilt thou ſo much Mirth and Pleaſure take 


In ſwimming, as the white Duck and the Drake, 
Then will I cry, Ho! Aliſon and John, | 
Be merry, kor the Flood will paſs anon 


nan; 


T hen 
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But yet ſhe trembled like an A/pen Leaf, 
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Then wilt thou anſwer, Maſter Nickolay,. ry 

Good-morrow, for I ſee it is broad —_.- 

Then ſhall we reign as Emperors for Life. 

O'er all the World, like Noah and his Wife. | 

But one Thing 1 almoſt forget to tell, _ | 

Which now comes in my Head, (and mark me well} -- + 

That on that very Night we go aboard, | i 

All muſt be huſh'd, and whiſper not a Word; „ | 

But all the Time employ our holy Ming 9 

In earneſt Pray ꝰ rs, for thus has Heav? n enjoyn —_ > | 
You and your Wife muſt take a ſep'rate Place, 9 

Nor is there any Sin in ſuch a Caſe. 

To-morrow Night, when Men are faſt aſleep, 

We to our Kneading-Tubs will lyly Creep 3 [4 

There will we fit each in his Ship apart, 

And wait theDeluge with a patient Heart. 

Go now; I have no longer Time to ſpare 

In ſermoning, uſe ex peditious Care. 

Your Apprehenſion needs no more Advice; 

One ſingle Word's. ſufficient for the Wiſe : 

And none; dear Landlord, can your Wit infatm : 

Go, ſave our Lives from "this impending Storm. 

Away hies Fohn, with melanchally Look, 

And figh*d and groan'd at ev'ry step he took : 

To Ali/on he does his Fate deplore, 

And tells a Secret which ſhe knew before: 
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And ſeem'd to periſh with diſſembled Grief; $ 

Crving., Alas! what ſhall I do? — Be gone 

Help us t*eſcape, or we are all undone: 

I am thy true and very wedded Wife, 

Go, dear, dear $ pouſe, and help to fave my Life. 
What ftrong Impreſſions does Afﬀettion give 

By Fancy Men have often ceas'd to live. 

Howe*er abſurd Things in themſelves appear, 

Weak Minds are apt to credit what they fear. 
This filly Carpenter is almoſt Wood, 

And thinks of nothing elſe but Noat”s Flood 4 

Eelie ves he ſees it, and begins to quake, 

And all for Allen * Honey's Sake. 
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He's over -run with Sorrow, and wilh Fear, 


And ſends forth many a Groan, and many a Tear, 


A Kneading-Trough, a Tub, and Kemeling, “ 
He gets by Stealth, and ſends?em to his Inn. 


He makes three Ladders, whence he climbs aloof, 


And privately he hangs them in the Roof. 
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But firſt he vigtuall'd them, both Trough and Tub, 


With Bread and Cheeſe, and Bottles full of mighty Bub; 


Enough o'Confcience to relieve their Faſt, 
And be ſufficient for a Day's Repaſt. 
© Bute'er this Preparation had been made, 
He ſent to London both his Man and Maid,. 
- On certain Matters which concern'd his Trade. | 
And now came on ;oif go Monday Night, 


Barr*d are the Doors, oilf goes the Candle- light; 
And when all Things in Readinefs were ſet, 


Theſe Three their Ladders take, and up they get. | 


Now Pater-nofter, clum, | ſaid Ali/on, 

And clum, quoth Nicholas, and clum, quoth John: 
This Carpenter his Oriſons did fay, - | 
For Men in Fear are very apt to pray. 

Silent he waited, when the Skies would pour 
This unaccountable and difmal Show'r. 

And no at Curfew + Time, dead Sleep began * 


Io fall upon this eaſy fimple Man; 


Who, after ſo much Care and Buſineſs paſt, 
And ſpent with ſad Concern, was quickly faſt, 
Soft down the Ladder ftole this lovely Pair, 

Good Nicholas, and Aliſon the Fair: | 


8 A Brewer's Veſſel. | 
A Note of Silence. 


Curitew, WILLIAM the Conqueror, in the firf 
Fear of his Reign, commanded, that in every Town and 
Village, a Bell fhould be rung every Night at eight of 


; 


the 


Glock; and that all People ſhould then put out their Fire 
and Candle, and go to Bed. The ringing of this Bell was 


call Curfew, that is, Cover Fire. 
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Then, without ſpeaking, to the Bed they creep, 


| [of Fohn, poor Cuckold! who was faſt aſleep ; 
| There all the Night they revel, ſport, and toy, 


And act the merry Scene of am'rous ſoy; .'' 

Till that the Bell of Lauds began to ring, 

And the fat Fr vers in the Chancel ling. Foes. 
The Pariſh-Clerk, this am'rous A#/alon, 

Who over Head and Ears in Love is gone, 

At Oſney happen'd, with a jovial Crew, 

To ſpend the Monday as they us'd to do 

There pulls a certain Fryer by the Sleeve, 


With Pardon begg'd, and, Father, by your Leave, 


When ſaw you John the Carpenter, he cries. 
Laſt Saturday, the Cloiſterer replies, 

Since when I have not ſeen him with theſe Eyes. 
Perhaps abroad he's playing faſt and looſe, 

Or fetching Timber for the Abbot's Uſe, 

And lodges at the Grawunge a Day or two; 

Or elſe at Home —— I know no more than you. 


This made Na#'s boiling Blood with Pleaſure ſtart 


The News rejoic'd the Cockles of his Heart. 


Now is my Time, thinks he, the Moon is bright, 2 


Nor care I, if I travel all the Night; 

For at his Door, fince Day began to ſpring, 

DP ve ſeen, like him, no kind of Man or Thing. 
It is reſolv'd to Aliſon I'll go. 

When the firſt Morning Cock begins to crow 

And to her Window privately repair, 

Then Knock, and tell her my tormenting Care: 

I'H open all my Breaſt, and eaſe my Heart, 

For *tis too much to bear Love's ſtinging Smart, 

Some little Comfort ſure I ſhall not miſs, 

At leaſt ſhe'll grant the Favour of a Kiſs: 


My Mouth has itch'd all Day, from whence it ſeems. 


That I ſhall Kiſs 5 beſides my pleaſant Dreams 
Of Feaſts and Banquets, whence a Man may gueſs - 
That I may haply meet with ſome Succeſs; 
But for an Hour or two before I go, 
PU firſt refreſh me with a Nap or ſo, 


{ 
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Now 
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Make ready then 
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Now the firſt Cock had wak d from his * 

be e Abaton, and up he roſe. . 
But firſt he dreſſes finical and gay, 7 
And looks like any Beau at Church or play, 5, 4 
And briskas Bridegroom on a Wedding Day. 

' Nicely he combs the Ringlets of bie Hair, 
And, waſh'd with Roſe-water, looks freſh and fair: 
Then with his Finger he her Window twang'd, | 
Whiſper'd a gentle "Tone, and thus barangu' d, 


Sweet Aliſon, my Honeycomb, wy Deer, 
My Bird, my Cinamon, = Lower dear 
Aua ke, and ſpeak one Word before I part; 
But one kind Word,” the Balſam to h Htart. 
Little you think, alas ! the mighty Nee, 


Which for the Love of thee Fundergo : |. 


For thee I ſwwelter. and for thee I jaweat, 

And mourn as Lambkins for the Mother's Teat. 

Nor falſe my Grief. nor does the Turtle Dove 

Lament more truly, or more truly Love. . 
T cannat eat nor drink, and all for thee——— _.. - 
Get from my Window. you Fack Fool, ſaid _s z 

I love another of a diffrent Hue 
From ſuch a ſilly Dunder-head as you. 

If you ſtand talking at that fooliſh Rate, 

My Chamber - pot ſhall be about your Pate. 

Be gone, you empty Sot, and let me a. 

At this poor Abſalon began to weed, 
And his hard Fate with Sighs and Groans klare, 
Vas ever faithful Love thus ſerv'd before? | 

Since, then, my Sweet, what I deſire's in vain, 
Let me but one ſmall Boon, a Kiſs obtain. 

And will you then be gone, nor loiter here, 
Quoth Aliſon? Ay certainly, my Dear. 

Now, Nickolas, 1ye fill: 3 
Tie ſuch a Jeſt that you ſhall — eur lll. 


> | Rayiſh'd 
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| | Raviſi'd with Joy, Nas fell upon his Knees, ' 
«x | The happieſt Man alive in all Degrees. 
In ſilent Raptures he began to cry, G 
No Lord in Europe is /o'bleſt as I. 
I may expect more Favours; for a Kiſs 
Is an 92 of a farther Bliſs. 
The Window now unclaſp'd, with ſlender Voice 
Cries Aliſon, be quick, and make no Noiſez _ 
I would not for the World our Neighbours hear, 
For they're made up of Jealouſy and Fear. 
Then niken Handkerchief from Pocket came, 
To wipe his Mouth full clean to kiſs the Dame. 
Dark was the Night, as any Coal or Pitch, 
When at the W ndow ſhe clapp'd out her Breech, 
The Pariſh-Cierk ne'er doubted what to do, 
But ask'd no Queſtions, and in haſte tell to : 
On her blind Side full ſavour'ly he preſt 
A loving Kiſs e'er he ſmelt out the Jeſt. 2 
Aback he ſtarts, for he knew well enough | 
That Women's Lips are ſmooth, but theſe were rough . 
What have I done? quoth he, and rav'd and ftar d, 
Ah me ! Poe kiſs'd a Woman with a Beard. 
He curs'd the Hour, and rail'd againſt the Stars, 
That he was born to kiſs my Lady's Arſe, 
Tehea * ſhe cry'd, and clapp'd the Window cloſe; 
While A baton with Grief and Anger goes 
To meditate Revenge; and to requite |, | 
The foul Affront, be would not ſleep that Night. 
And now with Duſt, with Sand, with Straw, withChi Ps 
He ſcrubs and rubs the Kiſſes from his L Ps. 
Oft would he fay, Alas? O baſeft Eil! 
Tlan meet with this Diſgrace ſo dann'd uncivil, 
T rather had went headlong to the Devil. 
To kiſs a Woman's Breech ! Oh, it can't be Born 4 
But by my Soul I be reveng'd by Morn. 


* 4 Note of Laughter. 5 
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Hot Love, the proverb ſays, gros py cook, 

And Abſalon' s no more an am'rous Fool, 
For, ſince his Purpoſe was ſo fondly croſt, 

He gains his Quiet, tho' his Love is loſt: 
And, cur'd of his Diſtemper, can defy. 

All whining Coxcombs with a ſcornful Eye: 

But for meer Anger, as he pa ſs'd the Street, 

He wept. as does a School-boy when he's beat. 
| In a ſoft doleful Pace, at laſt he came 
i To an old Vulcan, Farvis was his Name, 
| Who late and early at the Forge turmoil'd, 
| In hammering Iron Bars and Plough-ſhares toil d. 
| Hither repair'd, by one or two:a-Clock 
| Poor A&/alon., and gave an eaſy Knock. ; 
L Who's there, that knocks ſo late, Sir Jarvis cries? 
| ?Tis I, the penſive Abſalon replies, | 
Open the Door, What, Abſalon, (quoth he) 
= The Parjſh-Clerk! Ah! ! Benedicite. - 

Where haſt thou been? Some pretty Girl I wot 

Has led you out fo late upon the Trot. 
1 Some merry Meet ing on the wenching Score. 
= You know my Meaning — but L' ay no more. 
| This Abſalon another Diſtaff drew, 


© And had more Tow to ſpin than Jar vis knew: 
4 He minded not a Bean of all he ſaid, 
I For other Things employ'd his careful Head. 
1 At laſt he Silence breaks, dear Friend, he cries, 
| Lend's that hot Pur, which in the Ghimney lies 
T have Occaſion for” f, no Queſtions ask, 
To bring it back again ſhall be my Task. 
With all my Heart, quoth Jarvis, were it Gold, 
Or ſplendid Nobles in a Purſe untold: 
With all my Heart, as I'm an honeſt Smith, 
T'11 lend it thee ; but what wilt do therewith ? 
For that, quoth Abſalon, nor Care, nor Sorrow, 
I'll give a good Account of it To-morrow. 
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F Then up the Cutter in his Hand he caught, 
| Tripp'd out with filent Pace and wicked Thought. 
Red-hot, it was, as any burning Coal, 
With which to John, the Car penter's he ſole. g 
There firſt he cough'd, and as his uſual Wont, 
Up to the Window came, and tapp'd upont..., __ 
| Who's there, quoth Aliſon. ? Some Midnight Rook, 
Some Thief, I warrant, with a hanging Look, 
Ah! God forbid, quoth this diſſembling Elf, = | 
*Tis As ſalon, my Life, my better Self! _ I | 
A rich Gold Ring I've to my Darling brought, | 2 
By a known Graver exquiſitely wrought: + .. 
Beſide a Poſie, moſt divinely writ  .. \. mail | 
"4 By a fam'd Poet and notorious Wit. 1 71 
th My Mother gave it me, (tis Wondrous fine) 
6 She clapp'd it on my Finger, I on thine, | 
If thou. wilt deign the Favour of a Kiſs —— }. 
Now Nicholas by chance roſe up to piſs : 
Thinking to better and improve the Jeſt, _ 
He ſhould ſalute his Breech before the reſt. , 4 
With eager Haſte and ſecret Joy he went, A 
And his Volterices out at Window ſent. | 
Here A+/alon the Wag, with ſubtile To 
Whiſpers, my Love! my Soul! my Aliſon ? 
Speak, my ſweet Bird, I know not where thou art— 
At this the Scholar let a rouzing Fart; . | 
So loud the Noiſe, as frightful was the Stroke | = 
| 
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As Thunder, when it ſplits the ſturdy Oak- 

The Clerk was ready, and with hearty Guſt, 

The red-hot Iron in his Buttocks thruſt. 
Strait off the Skin, like ſhrivel'd Parchment flew, | 
His Breech as raw as Saint Bartholomew 2 

The Cutler had ſo fing'd his Hinder-part, 

He thought he ſhould have dy'd for very Smart. 
In a mad Fit about the Room he ran, 

Help, n Water. for a dying Man. 
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With which in Danger he deſign'd to ſwim, - 
And we, forfobth, muſt carry on the Whim 8 


The Carp nter, as one befide e His Wits, an 
Starts at t + dreiaful Sound; Mat th Uphe 2 * 20 . 
The Name of Water röuz d him from bis Sleep 5 
He rubb' his Eye lids, and began to peep. 
Alas ! thgußzhe he, now comes the Fatal Hour, 
And fromthe' Clouds does Noal's Deluge pour. * | 1 | 
Up ek he ſits; and without more ado, . 7 
He takes his Ax, and mites the Cord in two. { ef 
Down goes the Bread: and He; and Cheeſe,” and all, 
And John himſelf had a confounded Fall : wt 
- Dropt from the Roof upon the Floor aſtound, 

He lies as dead, and ſwims upon the Ground. 

Then Nicholas, to play the Counterfeit; 

With Aliſon, cries Murder in the Street. | 

In camethe Neighbours pouring like the Tide, — 
2 o know the Reaſon why was Murder cry'd. 
There they beheld poor John, 'a gaſping Ran; 
Shut were his Eyes, his Face was pale and wan: 
Batter'd his Sides, aha broken was his Arm; : 
But ſtand it out he muſt; to his own Harm: 
— when he ain''d to ſpeak i in his Defence, | 

1 y bore him down, and baffled all his Ste. FP? 
y told the People that the Man was W | 
2 drea mid of nothing elſe but Nonk's Fl 
His heated Fancy of this Deluge rung, 5 
That to the Roof three Kneading-Troughs he bung; 2 


He begg d and pray'd, and ſo we humour*d Him, | 
At hearing this, the ſneering Neighbours gas EDS | 
An univerſal Shout. and hideous Laugh. - | 
Now on the Roof, and now on John they gare, 
And all his Earneſt turn'd into a Jape 
He ſwore againſt the Scholar and his Wife, 24 1 
And never look 'd fo fooliſh in his Life. | 
'Whate'er he ſpeaks the People never mind z 3 
His Oaths are nothing, and his Words are Wind, | 
Thus all conſent to ſcoff each ſerious Word, 


"And * remain'd a Cuckold on Record. 
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Thus Doors of Braſs, and Bars of Steel, are vain, — 
And watchful Jealouſy, and carking Pain, 
Is fruitleſs all, when a good - natur'd Spouſe - 
| Deſigns Preferment for her Husband's Brows. / 

Thus Ali/on her Cuckold does defy, | 
And As ſalon has kiſs'd her nether Eye, 4 
While Nicholas is ſcalded in the Breech. | 
My Tale is done: God ſave us all, and each. 
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